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Drown My Pain In Whiskey 


Author's Notes: 
The Axl muse in my head wanted to play. Sadly for him, | don't think this is what he had in mind. Goes with 
Only Cowards Break Up In Letters. Again, implied slash. Thank you, Spirit_Melody. Please R&R. 


He's gone and he's never coming back. | still can’t beleve he left. | cant really say that | blame him; | am difficult 
fo put up with'| think to myself. I'm sitting in my hotel room, going over the scene with Izzy in my head for 
the millionth time. At least | handled it well; | didn't punch him in the face even though that's what | really 
wanted to do. Fucking bastard. 


| get up off of my bed and walk over to the mirror. Staring at my reflection, | push my hair out of my face. | 
wish | had begged him to stay but if he had really wanted to, he would have. Disgusted with myself, | put my 
fist through the mirror. It shatters and | end up cutting my hand open. | stare at the blood dripping from my 
hand into the sink, relishing the pain. What | really want is a cigarette and a fucking drink After cleaning my 


hand up and wrapping a bandanna around it, | leave my room for the bar. 


‘This was a mistake; the last thing | want is to be around the guys. Everyone asking where Izzy is, | shoulda just 


stayed in my room.'| get up from the bar stool | had been occupying and leave the bar. | head to a liquor 
store to buy some whiskey and take it back to my hotel room to drink my pain away in privacy. 


| open up the bottle and pour myself a glass. | cross the room to the window and open the curtains. The 
window has one of those built in seats so you can sit and look out at the strip; this is where | settle myself 
with my drink. | drink to forget but instead memories are stirred up. | bring the glass to my lips only to 
realize it's empty, | look at the bottle and see that it's empty as well. | glance at my clock and realize that I've 
only been drinking for an hour. Being the idiot that | am, | only bought one bottle, thinking it would be enough. 
Wrong again, Axl. 

After deliberating for five minutes, | decide to get up and see if, by some miracle, | left any alcohol in the 
mini-bar. | get up and sway unsteadily for a minute before gaining the slightest hint of composure and cross 
the room to the fridge. | push the hair out of my face and open the door to discover there's not one drop of 
liquor to be found. "Goddamn it," | say out loud to no one in particular. I'm just going to call the front desk and 
see if they will be so kind as to find me some. 

"Front desk, how may | help you?" the receptionist answers. 

"This is Axl Rose in room 320 and | demand booze immediately," | manage to say without slurring. 

"What would you like, Mr. Rose?" 

"Bringmethreebottlesjack," | slur. 

‘I'm sorry sir, what was that?" she asks. 

"Bring me three bottles of Jack Daniels," | say slowly and carefully. 

"Right away, sir.” 


| hang up the phone and lie on my bed until the bell hop knocks on my door fifteen minutes later. 


“Bout fuckin’ time," | say as | take the whiskey from him and slam the door in his face. Instead of going back 
to my window perch, | walk to my bed instead. This way, I'll be more comfortable when | finally pass out. 


| don't even bother with the glass this time; | drink it straight from the bottle. | just want to forget the hurt. 
Not only the hurt | feel, but the hurt | caused. Again, I'm overwhelmed by memories. 


‘Axl, what the hell are you doing?" lzzy asked me, a confused look on his face. 
"ljust want to kiss you, lz. Youre beautiful" I said as | pulled him back to me. 


‘Well! My oh my, Axl Fucking Rose has a thing for his rhythm guitarist?" He laughed as he kissed me. 


The next night would find me all over Nkki Sixx, even with Izzy sitting right next to me. | knew it pissed him off but 
| didn't care; | was drunk and Nkki was there first. | could feel lzzy staring at me and | turned to look at him. | saw 
the tears in his eyes and the pain on his face but | kept it up with Nkki Im fucking heartless sometimes. 


| shake my head violently as | realize where my mind has been going. I've got to stop this train of thought; 
apparently whiskey isn't strong enough to erase this. | know what is though, | should have turned to it first. | 
reach into the drawer of the little bureau and retrieve my black make up bag. Inside is my heroin and needles. 
| pull out the spoon and place some heroin on it. Next, | get my lighter and light it underneath the spoon. Once 
its done | get my needle and load it. | take the bandanna from around my hand and tie it around my arm. 
After finding a vein, | shoot up. | just want to forget. Immediately | lose touch with reality and everything 
floats away. 


This is the best feeling in the world. You feel weightless; you have no rational thoughts in your head. Instead of 
Izzy, | think about the ocean and imagine myself swimming in the cool water; imagining it washing away 


everything. This is what | needed. Sweet relief. 


